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ADVERTISEMENT, 


T HE Editor of theſe ſcenes thinks it pro- 
per to acquaint the public, that, if the play 
whence they are taken had been ſree from excep- 
tion, in point of ſtile and moral, he ſhould never 
have preſumed to curtail it ; but a long obſervation 
of the good taſte of the town confirmed his opi- 
nion, it was not ſo. He has, however, been 
careful to add no more that what ſeemed neceſſary 
to connect the plot ; his ſole aim being, to reſtore 
to a frequency of repreſentation a piece of genuine 
bumour ; and to have his alterations thought not 


Er 


Sir 


i. 
Coupler 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Friendly, 


THE 


MAN OF QUALITY. 


„ 


SCENE Whitehall, 
Euter Young Faſhion, and Lory. 


7. Faſo. FNOME, Lory ! pay the waterman, 
and take the pormanteau. 

Lory. Faith, wn BY gave the waterman the 
portmanteau to pay himſcl 

Y. Faſb, What do you mean? There's ſome» 
= 4 Nor _ honour 

Not a rag, upon my "oy 

* _ Why, what's become of the blue coat, 

ra 

Lory, O Lord ! Sir, that was eaten at Graſevend; 
the reckoning came to thirty ſhillings, and your 
Privy purſe was worch but two half crowns, 


4. 4. 'Tis very ww 


| 4 


fare the better for't, 


him, nor ar 
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Lory. Now, Sir, I hope you'll own yourſelf a 
happy man ; you have outliv'd all your cares. 

. Faßb. How o, Sir? 
Lory. Why, you have nothing left to take 
care of 


7. Faſh. Yes, Sirrah, I have, myſelf and you 
to take care of ſtill, 


Lory. Ah, Sir, if you cou'd but prevail on 
ſome body elſe to do that, I fancy we might bath 


T. Faſb. Why, really, Lory! if thou canſt 
tell me where to apply, I have at preſent fo little 
money, and ſo much humility about me, that 1 
don't know but I may for once follow a fool's 
advice. | 15 

Lem. Then, Sir, your fool adviſes you to lay 


aſide all animoſity, and apply to Sir Novelty your 
elder brother. 


Y. Fab. Damn my elder brother. 

Lory. With all my heart, Sir ; but get him to 
redeem your annuity firſt. POS 
a _ — anovity | „ a 
would not give his to re- 
deem my ſoul, e 


Lory. Look you, Sir, you muſt either whecdle 


% 


him, or ſtarve, 


. Fall. Look you, Sir, I will neither wheedle 
ve, 

Lory, No, Sir — What will you do then? 

T. Faſo, l' go into the army, 

Lem. Oh, true; I did not think of that; 


Y. Faſh, Art thou then ſo impregnable a 


 blockhead as to believe he'll help me with a fer- 


thing? L ory, 
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Lory. Not if you treat him, De baut en bas, as 
you ule to do. 


* * Why, how wou'dſt have me treat 
m 

Lory. Like a trout, tickle him,—tickle him. 

Z. Fab. I can't flatter 

Lory. Can you ſtarve, I ſay, Sir? 

7. Faßb. Yes - 

Lory. I can't; fo, good by t'ye. [ Going. 

Z. Faſb. Stay, thou wilt diſtract me. What 
wou'dſt thou have me ſay to him? 

Lory. Say ? Nothing to bim; apply yourſelf 
to his favourites; ſpeak to his perriwig, his ſoli- 
taire, his feather, his ſnuſf-box ; and, when you 
are well with them deſire him to lend you a 
thouſand pounds, l'll engage you proſper. 

Y. Faſh, S'death and furies! Why was that 
coxcomb thruſt into the world before me ?—O 
Fortune] Fortune! Thou att a bitch by Ju- 
piter.— What's here f— 


Enter Coupler. 
By this light, old Coupler alive ſtill !-—Why, how 
now, match maker, art thou here {till to plague 
the world with matrimony? You old cripple ! 
how have you the impudence to be hobbling out 

of your grave twenty years after you are rotten ? 
Coup, When you begin to rot, ſirrah, you'll go 
off like a pippin, one winter will ſend you to the 
devil, But, come, I'm till a friend to thy 
prrion, though | have a contempt for thy under- 

landing ; therefore would willingly know th 
condition, that 1 may fee whether thou landelt 


B 2 in 
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in need of my aſſiſtance ! for widows ſwarm, my 
boy, the town's infected with em. 

T. Fab. I ſtand in need of any body's aſſiſt- 
' ance, that will help me to cut my elder brother's 
throat, without the riſque of being hanged. 

. 1 — ſirrah, I could help thee to = 

im as a turn, without the danger o 
being burnt e bend for't. 

T. Faſh. Say'ſt thou fo, old Satan? Shew me 
but that, and my ſoul is thine. 

Coup. Then, Sir, you muſt know, that I have 
done you the kindneſs to make up a match for 
| 3 I'm very much beholden to you, 
truly. | 

Coup. You may be, ſirrah, before the wed- 
ding-day yet ; the lady is a great heireſs, five and 
twenty hundred a year, and a great bag of mo- 
| ney; the match is concluded, the writings drawn, 
and the pipkin's to be crack'd in a fortnight— 
Now you muſt know further, ftripling, (with re 
ſpect to your mother) that your bruthci's a ſun of 


a 

. Fab. Good; I allow it. 
| _ He has given mea bond of a thouſand 

pounds for helping him to this fortune, and has 

promis'd me as much more in ready money upon 
the day of marriage; which, I underſtand by a 
friend, he ne'er deſigns to pay me if theretore 
you will be a generous young dog, and ſecure me 
five thouſand pounds, Fil be 4 coverous old 
rogue, and help you to the lady, 

. Fal Vgad, if thou can't bring this about, 
Il have thy ſtatue caſt in brafs, 


Coup, 
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Coup. Silver, youngſter ! Silver,—or gold, — 
and I'll keep it in my own poſſeſſion. 

Y. Faſh. But don't you doat, you old pander ! 
when you talk at this rate ? | 
Coup. That you ſhall judge of: this plump 
partridge, that I tell you of, lives in the coun- 
try, ninety miles off, with her honoured parent, 
in a lonely old houſe, which no body comes near z 
ſhe never goes abroad, nor ſees company at home : 
to prevent all misfortunes, ſhe has her breeding 
within doors, the parſon of the pariſh teaches 
her to play on the baſs-viol, the clerk to ſing, her 
nurſe to dreſs, and her father to dar ce: in ſhort, 
no body can give you admittance there but 13 
nor can I do it any other way, than by making 
you paſs for your brother. 
4 5 Faſb. And how the devil wilt thou do 
that 
Ceup. Without the Devil's aid, I warrant thee, 
Thy brother's face not one of the family ever 
ſaw : the whole buſineſs has been managed by me, 
and all the letters go thro” my hands: the laſt 
that was writ to Sir Tunbelly Clumſey (lor that's the 
old gentleman's name) was to teil him, his lord- 
ſhip woul be down in a fortright ro conſummate, 
Now you ſhall go away immediately, pretend you 

writ that letter only to have the romantick pleaſure 
of ſurpriſing your miſtie!s; fall deſp-rately in 
love, as ſoon 4s you fee her; make that your 
plea for marrying her direct'y, and when the 
fatigue of the wedding night's over, yuu ſhall 
ſend me a ſwinging purſe ot gold, | 

Y. haſh. Thy hand, I promiſe, 

Coup, Upon pier, ah; A n,ẽ., rogue | 


T, La. 


trick, ? 
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Z. Faſo. It ſhall be done forthwith ! 
Coup. [Surveying bim archly.) Well; what, I 


warrant thou haſt not a farthing of money in thy 


pocket ?—no, one may ſee it in thy face 
Z. Falb. Not a ſou, by Jupiter. 
Coup, Muſt I advance then? — Well, Sirrah, 


follow to my Lodgings and Il ſee what may be 


done; we'll ſign, ſcal, eat a puller, and when 1 
have 


given thee farther inſtructions, thou ſha't 
hoiſt ſail and be gone. . 

Lo. Colours flying, I hope, Sir! 

T. Faſh. Ay, Lery; Epovidcnce, thou ſceſt, 
at laſt, takes care of men of merit: We are in a 
fair way to be great people yer, 

Lo. If the Devil don't ſtep in 'twixt the cup 
and the lip, as he uſcd to do. 

7, 2 Why, he has play'd me many a 
damn'd trick to ſpoil my fortune, that's certain; 
and, I'gad, I'm almoſt afraid he's at work about 
it again ; but ſhould 1 tell thee how, thou'dſt 
wonder, es 

Lo. Indeed, Sir, I ſhou'd not. 

Y, Fab. How do'ſt know ? 

Lo, Becauſc, Sir, I have wondea'd at you fo 
often, I can wonder no more. 

Z. Fab. No! what would'ſt thou fay, if a 


qualm of Conſcience ſhould ſpoil my deſign ? 


Lu. I'd eat my words, and wonder mure than 
ever, 


T. Fal. Why, faith, Lery, tho“ I am 4 


young take hell, and have play d many a rogui!th 
et this is fo full-grown a cheat, that, 1 
find, I muſt take pains to come op tot; 1 have 
Icruplcs—n—— 

4 ® 16. 
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Lo. Strong, ſymptoms of death; if you find 
them increaſe, pray, Sir, make your will. 
Y. Faſh. No, my conſcience ſhan't ſtarve me, 
neither. 
Lo. Humh! I'm glad o' that, for another 
on's ſake. 
T. Fab. But thus far I'll hearken to it; before 
I execute this project, Ill try my brother to the 
bottom III ſpeak to him with the temper of a_ 
hiloſopher ; if he has ſo much humanity about 
— as to aſſiſt me (tho' with a moderate aid) 
I'll drop my project at his feet, and ſhew him 
how I can do for him, much more than what I 
aſk he'd do for me, I his one concluſive trial of 
him I reſolve to make— 
Succeed or no, till vitiory's my lot ; | 


If I ſubdue bis heart, "tis well; if not, 
| ſhall ſubdue my conſcience to the plit, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Dreſing-Room. 


Lord Foppingwon diſcover'd in bis Mig li- Con, 
Page waiting. 


J. F. P 
Page. Sir. 
I.. F. Sir - Fray, Sir, do me the favour to 
teach — tongue the title the King has thought 
ht to honour me with, 
. Page, I aſk your Lordſhip's pardon, my 
Lord., | | 
L. F. O, you can pronounce the word then, 
4 1 u would have choak'd youmwlYye 
eat 
Page, My Loid, 


L. J. 
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L. F. Call La Varole, I wou'd dreſ - 

[ Exit Page, 
Well, "tis an unſpeakable pleaſure to be a Man of 
Quality, ſtrike me dumb. my Lord—— 
your Lordſhip——my Lord Foppington—— Ab ! 
ce quelque chiſe de bean, que le Diable em- 
porte Why the ladies were to pewk at 
me, whilſt I had nothing but Sir Nevelty to re- 
commend me to 'em——Sure, whilſt I was but a 
Knight, I was a very nauſeous fellow !—— Well, 
tis ten thouſand pawnd well given, ſtap my 

ical 


Enter La Varole. 


La Vo. Me Lor, de Shoemaker, de Taylor, de 
. Hoſier, de Semſtreſs, be all ready, it your Lor- 
ſhip pleaſe to dreſs, 8 

L. F. Tis well, admit em. 


Enter Taylor, t&c,—{cringing. 
L. F. 80, gentlemen, I hope you have all 
taken — to ſhew yourſelves maſters in your 


Tayl, I think, I may preſume to ſay, Sir— 
L. Va—{4/ide.]—My Lor—You clawn — 
E 
your ip's , my ; » 
my Lord, your Cas ſhip will pleaſe to own, I 
have your Lordſhip as accompliſh'd a 
of Clothes, as ever Peer of Auland trod the 
| Lord ; Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to 


* 
L. F, 
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L. F. Ay, but let my people diſpoſe the glaſſes 
fo, that I may ſee myſelf before and behind, for 
J love to ſee myſelf all raund—— 

[Whilſt be puts on bis Clothes, Young Faſhion 

_ are admitted, tho" not regarded 

T. F. Hey-day, what the devil have we here? 

Sure my Gentleman's grown a favourite at Court, 
he has got ſo many people at h's Levee, 

L. Sir, theſe people come in order to make 
him a favourite at Court; they are to eſtabliſh him 
with the ladies. 

T. F. Good Heaven ! to what an ebb of taſte 
are women fallen, that it ſhould be in the power 
of a lac'd coat to recommend a gallant to en 
Le. Why, Sir, Taylors and Perriwig - makers 

are now become the bawds of the nation, *tis they 
debauch all the women, 

. F. Thou ſayeſt true; for there's that Fop 
now, who has not by nature wherewithal to move a 
cook-maid, by that time theſe fellows have done 
with him, I'gad he ſhall melt down a Counteſs 
But now for my reception, I'll engage it ſhall 
be as cold as a courtier's to his friend, Who 
comes to put him in mind of his promiſe, 

L. Fp. Death and eternal tarture! Sir, I 
ſay the packet's too high by a ſoot, 

Tayl, My Lord if it had been an inch Jower, 
it would not have held your Lordſhip's pocket- 
handkerchief, 

L. F. Rat my pocket-handkerchief! Have not 
Ia page to carry it? You may mah him a packet 
up io his chin a purpoſe for it; but I will not have 
mine come ſo near my face, 
| & Tay/, 
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Tay. Tu not for me to diſpute your Lord- 


ns ar 
F. to Lor.) His Lordſhip! Lem, did you 
obſerve that ? | 
Lo. Yes, Sir; I always thought *twould end 
there. Now, I hope, you'll have a little more 
reſpect for him. 
7. F. Reſpet! damn him for a Coxcomb; 
now has he ruin'd his eſtate to buy a title, that be 
ie ret Load let's accoſt 
im——To Lord F.] Brother, I am your humble 
ſervant. 
L. F. O Lard, Tam! I did not expect you in 
England: Brother, 1 am glad to ſee ou 
Turning to his Taylor.] Look you, Sir; I ſhall 
never be reconciled to this nauſeous packet ; there- 
fore pray get me another ſuit, with all manner of 
e xpedition, for this is my eternal averſion. [ Exit 
Taylor. — Mrs. Callicoe, are not you of my mind? 
es. O, direftly my Lord, it can never 


L. F. You are paſlitively in the right on't, for 
— of the body but the 


2 hope your Lordſhip is pleas d with your 
itaire, 5 

L. F. in love with it, ſtap my vitals, Bring 
your bill, you ſhall be 6 

Semſ. 1 humbly thank your honour—-your 
Lordſhip's moſt obedient and devoted humble 
* Lord! — [ Exit, Sem, 

L. F. Hark you, Shoe-maker ! theſe ſhoes 
an'r ugly, but they don't fir me, 


$boe., 
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Shoe. My Lord, me thinks they fit youvery well. 
L. F. they hurt me juſt below the inſtep. 
Shoe. [ feeling bis foot.) My Lord, they don't 


; may pleaſe to feel what 
think fit ; but that ſhoe does not hurt you 
ink I underſtand my trade 
Now by all that's great and ul, 
an incomprehenſible coxcomb ; but thou 
ſo I'll bear with thee. 
I have work'd for half the 
in town theſe twenty years; and 
ſhould not know when a ſhoe 
it don't, 
prithee be gone about thy buſi- 
the Hefier.) Mr. Mend-Legs, a word with 
: the calves of theſe ſtockings ate thicken'd 
too much, They make my legs look like 


d. My Lord, me thinks they look mighty 


F. Ay, but you are not ſo good 1 of 

things as I am, I have ftudy'd 'em all m 
life ; * therefore pray let the next be the thickne's 
of a crown leſ— ¶ Ei: Hefier bowing.) — — 
Mae. If the town takes notice my Legs are 
allen away, "twill be attributed to the violence 
- 


w 
F. W 
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To the Perricoig maker. Come, Mr. Foret 
py gp pm ey La and then tel 
tigue of the morni will be over. | 
_——_— My 
Prince in 


to 
a: iwig fo long, and 
ferve you or a hat and cloke in all weathers. 
LF. Then thou haſt made me thy friend to 
— Come, comb it out. 
Well, Lory, What do'ſt think on't? A 
very friendly reception from a brother, after three 


years abſence | 
Lo. Why, Sir, "tis your own fault; we ſeldom 


care for thoſe that don't love what we love: if 


Lord, 
to you of buſineſs (eſpe- 
cially of money) is a theme | know 


Page. Waiting, 
T. F. The to 


> talk 


not quite 
to —— Brother, as that of the 2 
5 
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£ 
— yet my r 


ve patience to hear me. 

L. F. The greatneſs of your neceſſities, Tum, 
is the worſt ar in che world for your being 
patiently I do believe you are going to 


make a very good ſpeech, but, ſtrike me dumb, 


it has the worſt beginning of any ſpeech I have 
he oh engine wu» a 


you think ſo. 
ieve thou art. But come, — 


z for 2 
ſo rumpled and ſqueezed wi 
crawd, to get to my ſervant, — 
In all night in my clothes. 
hy then (that I may not be the author 
a misfortune) my caſe, in a word, is 


neceſſary expence of my travels have ſo 
the wretched income of my an- 


2 AIRS 0 it for 


Y 
= if 


reliev'd r'other, 
T. F. I'm glad to ſee you in fo ples 
humour, and I ſhall wy the effects of'e, 


L. F. Why, do you then really think it a rea- 


ſonable ing I ſhou'd 2 you live huodred 
"_— 2. J 


hundred ? | 


iz THE MAN OF QUALITY. 
. F. I do not aſk it as a due, brother, I am 


willing to receive it as a favour. 


I. F. Thau art willing to receive it any haw, 
ſtrike me ſpeechleſs. —— — — 
to give money in ; taxes are ſo great, irs ſo ex · 
orbitant, tenants ſuch rogues, r 
dear, that devil, take me, I am reduc'd to this 
extremity in my caſh ; I have been farc'd to re- 
trench in that one article of ſweet pawder, till I 
have braught it dawn to five guineas a manth, 
—Naw, judge, Tam, whether I can ſpare you 


fave 

T. F. If you can't, I muſt ſtarve, that's all. 

—damn him. — [Afede.] 
L. F. All I can ſay is, you ſhould have been 

a better huſband. 

T. F. Oons, if you can't live upon five thou- 

fand a year, how do you think I ſhould upon two 


L. F. Don't be in a paſſion, Tam; far paſſion 


is the moſt unbecoming thing in the world 


to the face, -Look you, I don't love to ſay any 
thing ſhocking to you, to make you melancholy ; 
but upon this occaſion I muſt take leave to put 


you in mind, thaf a running Horſe requires more 


attendance than a Coat h · horſe. Nature has made 
me difference twixt you and me, 
J. F. Yes, ſhe has made you older. [ Aide. 


pox take her for ir, 


L. F. That is nat all, Tam, 
T. F. Why, what is there elſe ? 
L. F. Looking firſl on b mſelſ, then on bis bro- 


Jo in 
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7. F. Why, thou effence-bottle ! thou muſk- 
cat ! doſt thou then think thou haſt any adv 
over me, but what fortune has given thee? 

L. E. I do, ſtap my vital. | 

Z. F. Now, by all that's great and powerful, 
thou art the prince of Coxcombs. 


oF. Sir, | am pravd of bring at the head 


ſo prevailing a party. 
7. F. \ Will nothing provoke thee ? Draw, 
Coward, 
L. F. Look you, Tam—Tam !—you know I 
have always taken you for a mighty dull fellow, 
and here is one of the fooliſheſt plats broke out, 
that I have ſcen this long time. Your paverty 
makes your life ſo burdenſome, that you would 
ke me to quarrel, pop. yur — my 
ngs into my or io get yourſelf run thro” 
the guts, to put an end to your pain. But I will 
diſappoint you in both your deſigns ; far, with the 
temper of a Phil , and the diſcretion of a 
Stateſman ! will go to the play with my ſword 
ſcabbard—hey, La Verole, | Exit L. Fop. 
T. F. So!-—PFarewell, Snuff-box!—And now, 
Conſcience ! I defy thee : Lory 


Lor. Sir. 


T. F. Here's rare news, Lory; his Lordſhip 

| —— pill has purg'd off all my icri 
L.. Then my Heart's at caſe again: For 1 

been in a lamentable fright, Sir, ever ſince 


icru- 
have 

that 
curſt 


old Coupler's without a moment” 


| Gon,—But me thinks, the ſeat of our family looks 


| Sir, 
the orders of buildi 


_ Coupler deſcribes he 
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. the impudence to intrude in} 


to 
LF. Be Be at peace, it will come there no more: 


My brother has given it a wring by the noſe, and 
I have kick'd it down ſtairs. N way to the 


Inn ; get horſes ready quickly, and bring them: 19 


s delay. 


Lo. - 2a Sir, ou ſt 
you are going ſtrait about the 
F. n. 


7. 
Ly. The happieſt day I ever ſaw. I'm 
wing already, | Exeunt ſeveral, 


ACT u. 
s EN E, an old faſtion'd Country- 
houſe, with a Moat, Draw-bridge, &c. 


Lu Young Faſhion and Lory. 
Young Faſh. C 


the 


Tora fog ny fo 1 


like Noab's Ark, as if the chief part oſ't 
deſign n'd for the fowls of the air, 


of the field, 
Lo, Pray, don't let your 
here z get b 


houſe, 

4 at leaſt if 
„ But come, 

time to ſquander, Knock at the door 


io: the devil ec he 


7. F. Get 
take the heireſs, 


bur the 
I 


ſay 
r 
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knocks two or three times.] What the devil, have 
they got no ears in this houſe ? knock harder, 

Lo. I'gad, Sir, this will prove ſome inchanted 
Caſtle ; we ſhall have the giant come out by and 
by, with his club, and beat our brains out 

[ Knocks again. 

Young Faſh. Huſh, they come. 

From within.) Who is there ? 


Lo. Who's there—open the door and ſee : Is 
that your country breeding? 


Within, Ay, but _ words to a bargain : 
—7 _ is the blunderbuſs prim'd ? 
ung Faſh, 'Oons, give em words, 
Lay, ; or we ſhall be ſhot here a fortune -catchin ng. 
I gad, Sir, I think y'are in the right onꝰt. 
E 4 Mr. Thingumme,--Sir,--Mr, What d'ye- 
call-· um. Servant appears at the window with 
a blunderbuſ.] 
Ser, Weal 5. N what's yare buſineſs ? 
, ny n Sir, but to wait upon 
lly, with you 


leave. 
ton U Twnbelly ? Why, you'll 
find that's juſt as dir Tunbelly pleaſes, 

706. But will you do me the favour, 
Sir, to know whether Sir Twnbelly pleaſes or not? 
bo. Why, loo you, do * ſee, with good 
words much may be done, Kalph, go thy waes, 
and aſk Sir Twnbelly an he pleaſes to be waited 
upon, And, do'ſt hear ? Call to Nurſe, that 
ſhe 71 * up Miſs Hoeyden before the great 


7. 144. 414 D'ye hear that, Lory f 
[Agreat noije beard, 


D Ls, 


__ To weat u 


F ee 
, & e * 3 * 
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Lo. [running bebind bis maſter. | O Lord, Lord! 
we are both cad men. 1 


. Fab. Take heed, fool, thy fear will ruin 
us. 

L.. Fear, Sir! *Sdeath, I fear nothing. 
Wou'd I were well up to the chin in a horſe- 


Zuter Sir Tunbelly, with bis ſervants arm'd with 
Guns, Clubs, Pitshforks, &c, 


- Tan. Who is it here has any buſineſs with 
_ 
T. Faß. Sir, "tis I if name be Sir Twnbe!! 
Chak, TO 1 
Sir Tun. Tes. Sir, 


my name is Sir Turbelly 


_ Clumſey, whether you have any buſineſs with me 


or not, So, you ſee I am not aſham'd of my 
name, — nor my face, neither. 
Z. F. Sir, you have no cauſe, that I know of, 
Sir Tun. And if you have no cauſe, I deſire to 


know , who you are for, till I know your name, 


1 ſhan't aſk' you to come into my houſe ; and 
when | do know your name—%is ix to four | 


Fl e bis « lot 1 

. N 4 4 letter, * | 
you'll find 0 d. letter an authentic p 80 

* Tun. [after looking it over] bo 's my life, 

I aſk your Lordſhip's 4 * ten thouſand times. 
{To bis Servants) Here, run in- doors quickly ; 
a ſcotch-coal fire made in the great parlour ; 
all the turkey · work · chairs in their places ; ger 
braſs candleſticks out, and be ſure to 


the 


Rick The Sockets full of laurel—run, {Turning 1 
Young Faſh.] my Lord, I afk your Lordſhip's 
pardon, [To other A ] And do you — 


un 
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run you away to nurſe, bid her let Hoyden looſe 
again z and, if it is not ſhifting day, let her put on 
a Clean tucker quick. 

[rennt Servants confuſedly. 
—[To Young Faſh.]—1 hope your honour will. 
excule the diſorder of my family, my Lord; we 
are not us'd to receive men of your Lordſhip's 
great quality every day; pray where are your 
coaches and ſervants, my Lord? 

. Fall. Sir, that I might give you and ycur 
fair daughter a proof how impatient I was to be 
nearer a kin to you, I left my equipage to follow, 
and came poſt away, with on'y one 

Sir Tun. Your Lordſhip dots me too much 
honour, It was <xpouling your p-rſon to too great 
fatigue and danger, I proteſt it was, my Lord, 
but my daughter ſhall endeavour to make p t 

y it 


Lordſhip what amends ſhe can ; and, tho? 1 
that ſhou d rot ſay it— Heyden has charms, 

J. Fab. Sir, I am no ſtranger to them, tho? 
I am 20 her, Common ſame has done her juſtice, 

Sir Tun. My Lord, I am common fane's very 
grateſul humble ſervant, my Lord——wy girls 
young: Heyden is young, my Lord; but this [ 
muſt ſay lor ber, what ſhe wants in art, ſhe has 
by nature ; what ſhe wants in expriievce, ſhe has 
in brecding ; and, what's wanting in ker agr, 's 
mace good in her conflituron, So, pray, my 
Lord, walk in — Fay, my Lord, walk in. 

J. Faſo, Sir, I wait upon uu. FExcunt, 


SCENE, A Chavbe, 
 Mijs Hoyden dict en ed. 
Sure never no body was us'd as ] am, I know 


well enough what other girls d, 107 311 they think 
D: 10 
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to make rn 

coming, or d marry t , 

wou'd fo. Ae 

preſently I muſt be lockt up; and here's the 

A. run looſe about the 
ſe all day long, ſhe can ; — tis very well. 


Nurſe without, opening the door, with a key. 


Nur. Miſs H Miſs, Miſs, Miſs ; Miſs 
Hoyden t — 


Enter Nurſe. 

Miſs. LA Well, what do you make ſuch a 
noiſe and a Miſs-ing about for, ha! What do you 
din - body's ears for? can't one be quiet for 
you? 

Nurſe, What do | din your ears for? Here's 
one come will din your ears with a witneſs. 

Miſs. What care I who's come; I care nota 
fig, who comes, nor who goes, as long as I muſt 
be lockt up like the ale-cellar. 

| Nurſe, That, Miſs, is for fear you ſhou'd be 
drank before = are ripe, 
Miſs. O, don't you trouble your heal about 
that: I'm as ripe as you, tho" not ſo mellow, 
Nurſe. Very well ; now have 1 a good mind to 
lock 2 again, and not let you ſee my Lord 
to night. | 

My \jafelh ] My Lord! Why, is my huſband 
come | | | 
. _ Yes, marry is he, and 4 goodly per- 

on 109, 

Miſs ( hugging pr 8 O my dear Nurſe, for» 
give me this once, and I'll never miſuſe you again; 
no, if 1 do, you ſhall give me three huge thumps 
on the back, and a great pinch by the cheek, 

2 


Nur, 
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Nurſe. Ah, the poor thing! ſee how it melts ; 
it's as full of good nature as an egg's full of 
meat. 

Miſs. But, my dear, dear, kind, Nurſe, 
don't fib now—is he come, by 22 

Nurſe. Yes, by my truly, is he. 

Miſs. O lud l' go put on my lac'd ſmicker, 
tho*' Pm lock'd up a month fort. 

Nurſe. Stay, ſtay a little, Miſs z; and hear what 
I have to ſay to you fi 

Miſs. I'm all in a twitter, I'm fo overjoy'd, I 
can ſcarce contain myſelf. 

Nur/e. 690 a here 6 cae8 of bein 
fond ; men now-a-days hate a woman that 
em. 

Miſs. Love him! Why do you think I'd love 
him? Not I, i'fackings. * care if he 
were d, fo 1 were once married to him. 
No — chat which pleaſes me, is to think 
what work I'll make when I get to London; for, 
when I am a wife and a lady Rt, by goles, 7 
flaunt ie with the beſt of en, Nurſe, 

Nurſe. Look, look, if his honour be not a 
coming to you; now if | were ſure you'd bchave 
yourſelt handſomely and not diſgrace me, that 
ve brought you up, I'd leave you alone, 

s my beſt Nurſe, do 5-—do as you 
by z truſt us together this once, 
and, if 1 don't ee my breeding from head to 
loot, may I be twice married 2d dis © meld, | 
18 45 Well, this once I'll venture you ; but 


Age Me 
17 My 
warrant him, 


fear, VII neu him my parts, I 
{ Exit Nurſe, 


Sola. 
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Hoyden Sola. 
Theſe old women are fo wiſe when 


they get a 


of pre what, as well as the beſt of 'em. 


Enter Young Faſhion, who ſalutes ber. 


7. Faſh. Your moſt obedi-nt ſervant, Madam, 
I'm glad to find you alone; for I have ſomething 


of importance to ſpeak to you about. 

M. Sir, —4 7 5 eee 1 Gal may ſpeak 
to me, | give you a 
civil anſwer. 


. Faſh. You give me — a one, that 
jt encourages me to tell you in few words, what 
I think both for your intereſt and mine. Your 
father, I ſuppoſe — Miſs, has reſolv'd to 
make me happy in being your huſband, and 1 


1 
2 * eaten, to perform 


Miſs. Sir, 22 my father in any 
thing. but eati 


| ng of L gooſeberries, 

Y Fafh. So good a daughter muſt needs make an 
adm'rable wife ; 1 am therefore impatient till you 
are mine, and hope you will fo far conſider the 
violence of my love,” 28 won't have the cru- 


elty to defer my happineſs, ſv long as your ſa- 


wr, a Lord, how Jong is that ? 
Miſs, Fray, 
1 Us. A G. Madam, 8 thouſand years 


204. eee vo- 
＋. Hal. 


girl into their clutches ; bur, ere it be long, [ . 
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Y. Faſh. Yes, Ma'm, and I an old man, which 
you'll find a greater misfortune than t'other, 

_ Miſs. Why, | thought it was to be to-morrow 
morning, as ſoon as I was up; I'm ſure, Nurſe 
told me ſo. 

2. Foſh And it ſhall be to-morrow morning 
ſtill, if you'll conſent —or ſooner, 

Miſs. If I'll conſent ! Why I thought I was to 
obey yuu as my huſband, 

. Faſh. That's when we are married, my dear: 
till then, I am to obey you, 

Miſs. Oh, if we are to take it by turns, it's 
the ſame thing : I'll obey you now, and, when 
we are married, you ſhall obey me, 

7. Faſh. With all my heart; but I doubt we 
muſt get nurſe on our (ide, or we ſhall hardly 

evail with the chaplain, 

Miſs. No more we ſhan't indeed, for he loves 
her better thin he does his pulpit, and wou'd al- 
ways be hing to her by his good will, 

Y. Faſp, Why then, my dear little bedfeliow ! 
if you'll call her hither, we'll ery to perſuade her, 

Miſs, I can tell you a way how to perſuade 
her to any thing, my Lord! 

Y, Faſh, How's that? 

Miſs, Why, tell her ſhe's a wholeſome comely 
woman——and give her halt a crown, 

Y, Faſh. Nay, if chat will do, ſhe ſhall have 


4 


half a ſcore of em. | 
Miſi, O Gemini, for half chat ſhe'd marry 


you herſelf, 2 = | 
2 Fob. | ſhou'd be bighly oblized to her in- 
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Young Faſbion. 

So, matters go ſwimmingly—this is a rare 
girl, faith ; I ſhall have a fine time of it with her 
at London. I'm much miſtaken if ſhe don't prove 
a March-Hare all the year round. What a ſcam- 
pering chace will ſhe make on't, when ſhe finds 
the whole kennel of beaux after her ! She'll ſhew 
them ſport, I warrant *em. But it's no matter, 
as ſhe brings an eſtate will afford me a ſeparate 


maintenance. 


Enter Miſs and Nurſe, 


How do you do, Miſtreſs Nurſe ? 
Nurſe. Thank your Lordfhip's honour. 
T. Faſh. I deſir'd your young Lady would 

give me leave to ſce you, that I might thank you 
tor your extraordinary care and conduct in her 
education ; pray accept of this ſmall acknowledg- 
for it at preſent, [gives money] and depend 
2 her huſband, 


Nur ſe. J Gold, by the mackins— Your 
worſhip's goodneſs is too great, my Lord, Alas! 
I can boaſt is, I gave her pure milk, 


all 

and fo your Honour wou'd have ſaid, an you had 
ſern how the poor thing ſuck't i. Eh, bleſ- 
ſing un the fweer face on't ; how it us'd to kick, 
and ſprawl, and ſuck it wou d, till the belly of'c 
was ſo full, it wou'd drop off like a leach, 

a Miſs, [rating ber angrily ade] Nurle ! 
Nurſe !—A word with you ;priythee don't 
Rand ripping up old tories, 10 my ens 

| aſhan;' 
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aſham'd before one's love: do you think ſuch a 
fine proper ge ntleman as he cares for a fiddlecome 
tale of a dragale-tail'd girl? no,—if you have a 
mind to make him have a inion of a wo- 
man, don't tell him what one did then, tell him 
what one can do now, [To Young Faſhion.) I 
hope your Honour will excuſe my miſmanners to 
bo tbr way fl oy = a nd 
ceſſary orders about the family. 

T. Fal. O, every thing, 
way co buſineſs — 


Madam, is to give 
houlewifery is 


ity in a young lady. 
or Rar, S. Pray, 22 are "he young ladies 


good 
houſe-wives at London-Town ? Do they darn their 
own linen ? 
T. Fal. O no, they ſtudy how to ſpend mo- 
NEY, not ſave it. 
Miſs. Odſnigs, I don't know but that may be 
better than t'other, ha, Nurſe! 


7. OR Well, "ſhall have choice, 
my dear, — there. 985 


come 

— 445. 8 ———then, by my troth, I'll get 

Nr J Elis Honour 

i * Nurſe, as to let us be 
= - 


to-morrow, 


ng dinner. Now, all chings be- 
e and gr, I f there 
no great harm in practiſing a 
— GRE 1 to 


give 
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give us the better aſſurance when we play it in 


publick. 
Nurſe. Nay, I muſt confeſs, ſtolen ures are 
ſweet ; but, if you ſhou'd be now, what 


will you do when Sir Tunbelly 2 
wedded ? 


Miſs. Why, be married a 
Nurſe. 


What, twice, my child ? 
Mijs. Gs. Ay; don't cate how often I'm mar- 
ried, 

Y. Faſh. Pray, Nurſe, don't be againſt 
our younglady's good ; for, by this means, ſhe*l! 
— the pleaſure of two wedding days. 

Miſs [to _ ſeſthy.] Yes, and of two wed- 
ding-nights 100, Nurſe. 

N Well, I'm ſuch a tender -hearted fool, I 
find I can refuſe you nothing; ſo you ſhall e' en 
follow your own liking 
Miſs. Shall 1? 22 O lud] I could leap 
over the moon. 
7. Fab. Dear Nurſe, this goodneſs of yours 
ſhan't go unrewarded ; but now we muſt get you 
to em 
lain, that be may do his friendly office too, 
then we ſhall all be happy do you think we can 
prevail with him ? 

Nurſe, Prevail with him-——2y, or he never 
ſhall prevail with me, I can tell him that, | 
Miſs My Lord, ſhe has had him upon the 
hip theſe ſeven years, 

J. F. Im glad io hear it ; however, to trengthen 
| your intereſt wich him, you may let him know 1 


leveral far livings in my gift, and that the 


hit chat falls ſhall be in your diſpotal, 


Mur 


ploy your power with Mr, Bull, the chap- 
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Nurſe. Nay, then I'll make him marry more 
folks than one, I promiſe him. 

Miſs. Faith do, Nurſe, make him marry you 
too, I'm ſure he'll do't for a fat living; for he 
loves cating more than the Bible ; and | have of- 
ten heard him ſay, a fat living is the beſt meat in 

the world. | | 
© Nurſe, Ay, ard VII make him commend the 
ſauce too, or I'll bring his gown to a caſſock, 1 
will fo, | 

Z. Faſh. Well, Nurſe, whilſt you go ſettle 
matters with him, your young Lady and 1 will 
take a walk in the garden, 

Nurſe. I'll do your honour's buſineſs in the 
catching up of a garter. Exit. 

J. . [giving bis band.] Come, Ma- 
dam, dare you venture yourſelf alone with me? 

Miſs. O dear Sir, yes; I don't think you'll do 
any thing to me I need be afraid of —Nurſe! 
Nurſe Re enter Nurſe, 
You'll bring him there to us, will you? 

Nurſe, In a twinkling, 

7. Faſh. And my ; if you pleaſe, at 
the ſame time, 


Nurſe, Your Lordſhip ſhall be obey'd, Ex. again. 
. Faſh, and Miſs exeunt enother way. 


#88 - THE MAN OF QUALITY: 
ACT i. 
8 c E N E continues. 


* Miſe Hoyden, Nurſe, Young Faſhion, 
and Bull, 


7. Fab. HIS oe: diſpatch of yours, Mr. 
take fo kindly, that it ſhall 
Sus tenets ww rave IRR FHve. 
Miſs. Ay, and to mine too, 1 promiſe you. 
Bull. 1 bly thank your Honours; and 
may your children ſwarm about you, like bees 


about a 
— — 


Miſs. Wich all 
ner, 2 ha, N 


Enter Lory. taking bis Maſter haſtily aſidt. 
L. A word with you, for heaven's ſake, Sir. 
Z. Has. What the devil's the matter? 

Lo, Your fortune's ruin'd. Yonder's your 
D couches and fx, den, 
ri, a coat worth fourſcore pou 

- 4 # = _ ſo judge what 


7 7 1 7 
L. Fiends and ſpectres ! Sir, — 
T. AM. I 
Lo. No, Sir, they are coping wich him 
MA + he's come to 
run away with 1 Hoyden, and has cock'd the 
bl 6 ar hi 4 your (rocker (wears, Cad 
, demme, 
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demme, 
will you do, Sir? 


here's a kind of buſineſs my man 
tells me of- but don't be Irighten'd, we hall be 
too hard for the | Here's an im 
ſcoundrel at the gate (not knowi was here 
Sncog.) has taken my — Whit, in hopes 
to run away with you. 

Miſs. O the brazen-fac'd varlet, its well we 
are married, or, may be, we might never have 


been ſo. 
T. Faß. [afide.) 1 like enough: Pr'y- 
thee, dear | > I Tunbelly, and frop 
— _w_w_.. with 
im. , 


Bull. 1 fly, my good Lord 

Lory. Ay, but do fly a little faſter, if you pleaſe. 
Dl. 1 am going, | 
Ln. Well chen, begone, I intreat you. | 


{Exit Bull. 


Nurſe. An't pleaſe. Honour, my Lady 
and'l has beſt lock ouritives up, till the danger be 
over, 

Z. Fal. By all means. 

Miſs. Not ſo faſt, 1 won't be lock'd up any 
„1 „ 

2 , Yes, pray we have 
147 fellow; no ng I'll do avy thi 
+ BY, u yOu Pray me, any 

—tho' it hall be the laſt Gime, for all tha Ade. 

| [ Exit Miſs and Nurſe. 


7. F. Hark you, Ly /—you muſt ftand 
by me now ; for 1 am relolv'd to brazen the 


bulinels 


they are all a parcel of clawns z—fo, what 
7. Foſs, Stay a lite. [To Mie Ny dear, 


1 n * ve . . 
* * ö e „ i . 2 N * VIP 12 Tn a . — a Dh 8 * e ** Mrs _ — n ES 1 2 
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buſineſs out, and have the pleaſure of turn- 


ing the impoſtor on his Lordſhi _ I 
nur * 


Rune Sir Tunbelly, and Servants ak; 


Dig you ever hear Sir, of ſuch an impudent 
undertaking ? a 


Sir Tun. Never, by the maſs ; but we'll tickle 
him, I warrant you. 

. Faſh. They tell me, he has a great many 
people with him diſguis'd like ſervants. 


Gir Tun. Ay. ay, rogues enow z but PII ſoon 
. raiſe the 'em. 


T. Faſh. Sir, if you'll take my advice, we'll 
FELINE n > 
Sir Tun, Oh, my Lord! 1 


bowing. 

J. Bob. | bind, whoever this ſpark is, he 

knows nothing of my being privately here; fo, if 
you pretend 10 receive him civilly, he'll enter 
without ſuſpicion ; as ſoon as he is within the gate, 
we'll whip up the draw-bridge on his back, let 
fly the. blunderbyſs, to diſperſe the crew, and 
lo commit him to Goal, 
Sir Tan. l'gad, your Lordſhip's an ingenious 

rſon, and a very great General but, ſtall ve 
Fin any of em? 

E Laib. No, no; fire over their heads only, 
to fright em; I'll warrant the regiment ſcours 
when the Colonel's a priſoner, 

Sir Tun. Then come along, my boys! and let 


your e be eat, for your Canger is but 
imall, 
SCENE, 
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SCENE, TheGate. 


Lord Foppingto nand Retinue diſcover'd. 
Lord Fop. Pax of theſe bumkinly people, 
| will they = the gate, or do 
eir 


they deſire I ſhould grow at their moat- ide, like a 
willow? [To the Ne. Hey, Fellow 


Por. [above] —-Weal, now!—Stond ſtaut, 
Ralph! | 


Ral. [within] 1 wull, | wull, 

Per. (70 L. Fep Þ=Neaw : 

L. F. Pr 1 do me the favour, in as few 
words as thou canſt find to expreſs thyſelf, to tell 
me whether thy maſter will admit me or not, that 
may turn about my coach, "and be gone 
la treading beard ] 


re's maſter himſelf at hond, he's of age, 
he*ll give you his own anſwer. 


Enter Sir Tunbelly, attended. 


Sir Tun, My moſt noble Lord, I crave your 
pardon for making your hr nour wait fo long; but 
my orders to my lervants have been to admit no- 
body without my knowledge, for tear of fome t- 


tempts upon my daughter, the times being full 
of plots and roguery. 


, F, Much caution, I muſt conſeſs, is a ſign 
of great wiſdom ; Bur, flap my vitais, 1 have got 
a cold enough to deſtroy a porter—He, hem 

Sir Tan, I am very forry fort, indeed, my 
Lord; bur, if your Loidſhip pleate to walk in, 


we'll 
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we'll help 
rreacle- my Lord. 
L. 40 Oh, heavens |— 
Sir Tas. I ſhew you the | 
L. F. Not to the | beleech you Sir 
err ture regale. 
Tun, Well, well; 2 ſhall have 
your choice :; this way rhe px 
L. F. I follow, Sir! fellow has turn'd me 
fick with his — [ Zreunt. 
[4s Lord 's Servants. follow, 
clap the door ee, La Verole. © 
La. Ver. Jernie, queſt ce que veut ? 
; 2 a * dps. Porter, 
orter | firing maſters | 
La Ver. Al je ſnis — DA 1 all 


*. Not a ſoldier leſt, by the Maſ—hob, 
bob! [Exit. 


to ſome brown ſugar-candy, or a 


SCENE. 4 bal. 


Enter bir Tunbelly, c. with Lord Foppington 
n 
Sir Tus. COME. bring him alopg, bring him 


L. F. Why, Gent , Gentlemen ! what 
Onan bode, that. you are 
all drunk before dinrer, 

Sir Tun, Drunk, Sirrah ! here's an 
rogue ! drunk or ſober, bully! lm } 
prace, and know how 69 deal wich Tale 


= 
'T W 
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L. F. Strolers ? 

Sir Tun. Ay, Strolers ; come come give an account 
of yourſelf : what's your Name? where do you 
live? do you pay ſcot and lot? are you a Wil- 
liamite, or a Jacobite Come? 

Lord F. Why doſt thou aſk me ſo many 


imperti ions, friend ? 
Sir Tun. Lauts Ill make you anſwer em, 
friend! ere I have done with you, you Raſcal 


you. 

LF. Before Gad, all the anſwer 1 can make 
thee to em, is, that thou art a moſt extraordinary 
old: fellow ; ſtap my vitals. 

Sir Tun. Nay, if you are for joking with De- 
pury ts, we know how to deal with you: 
— Here, draw a warrant immediately. 

L. F. A warrant—what the devil is't thou 
wou'd be at, old 82 ? 
, e my hands 


Sir Tun. At?— why, at 
——_—_— and with theſe two 


1 tceth down your throat, you 
L. F. And why would'ſ chou ſpoil this face 
o' mine at ſuch a rate? 


Sir Tun. For deſign to rob me of m 
daughter, i * g 

L. F. Rab thee of thy dau 
do 1 begin to fancy I'm a-bed and « fleep, and 
ANN r it will be 
an agreeable ſurprize enough, to waken by and 
by ; and inſtead of che im — — 41 


naſi - juſtice, 
r. 1— 
P,yrhee, 


F 


guter Now 8 
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Prythee, old father, wilt thou give me leave 
to aſk thee one queſtion? © 


Sir Tun. Lean ell whether 1 will or no, rill 1 
know -withe it. 

L. F. Why, then, in brief terms, it is this; 
whether” thou d noe write to my Lord = 
ping ton to come down and marry thy daughter 
Sir Tan, Tes, marry did I, and my Lord 
Foppingion is come down, and ſhall marry my 
daughter before ſhe's a day older. 

1 F i dearVad! 1 thought 
we ſhould underſtand one another at laſt. 

Sir Tun. The fellow's mad—— here, bind him 


hand and foot. | ' [They bind bim. 
L. 4 Nay, pt ü Nnight, leave fooling, 
the | jeſt, begins to dull. 


Sir Tun. Bind A. 1 ſay, he's mad bread 
and water, a dark room and a whip may bring 
him to his ſenſes again. 

I. F. [afide.) gad, if I don't waken quickly, 
by all that I can fee, this is likely to prove one 
— ever had in 
my h | | 


Doi Miſs and Nurſe, 
Miſs. «p to him.] Law! is this he 

e pg ap l Law] ths 

he ſtinks of ſweets ! Pray father, let him be 

1 _ er, uy aps wiſe, by her 
J. 

— * — 2 to her = 6 


Mis Whu do you intend 0 do with him, fa- 
ther,—bang him ? | 85 
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Sir Tun, That at leaſt, child. Me 
Nurſe. Ay, and it's en too good ſor him tao, 

L. F. [ide] Madame la Govername, I pre- 
ſume — hitherto this appears to be one of the moſt 
+ extraordinary Families that ever man of quality 
match'd into. 

Sir Tun. What's become of my Lord, 
Davghter ? 

Miſs. He's juſt coming, Sir. 

L. F. [aide] My r 2coma: 
he mean by that? 


| Enter Young Faſhion and tun 


—Stap my vitals, Tam — now the dream's 
out, 

Y. Faſo. 1s this the fellow, Sir, that deſign'd 
to trick me of your daughter ? 

Sir Tun. This is he, my Lord ; how do you 
like him? Is not he a pretty fellow to get a 
fortune ? 

Z. Faſo, I find, by his dreſs, he thought your 
daughter might be taken wich a beau, 

Miſs. O Gemini ! Is this a beau? let's fre him 
- ws I find a beau is no ſuch ugly thing 
neit 

7. Faſp, gad. ſhe'll be in love with him pre - 
ſently ; I'll cen have him ſent away to 2 
* 7. Lord 9 tho' your undertaking 

ſhews you a perſon of no extraordinary modeſty, 
I ſuppoſe you han't confidence enough to expect 
much favour from me. 

L. F. (after baving look'd fledſaftly at bim 
_ umb, Tam, thou art a very impudent 

z 


Nurſe, 
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Nur/. Look, if the varlet has not the frontery 
to call his Lordſhip plain Thomas. 

Sir Tun. Come, is the warrant writ ? 

Cler. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Tun. Give me the pen then u an is—80, 
now conſtable away with him. 

L. F. Hold a moment——ſoftly, 1 = 
tlemen;—myLord—my Lord Feppineion 
I beg a word with your Lordſhip ? 
N, O ho, it's my Lord with him now? ſce 
how afflictions will humble folks. 
Mijs. Pray, my Lord! don't let him whiſper 
too cloſe, for fear he bite your ear off, 


L. F. | am not akogether fo hu ry, as your 
— 7411 to imagine. [To Young Faſh. 
you, Tam ! I am ds | ave i ſo 

kind to you as | ought, bat I hope you'll forgive 
what's => andeneite the five thauſand pavnds 
I now offer ; thou may ſt live in extreme ſplendor 
with it; ſtap my vitals, 
7. Faſb. It's a much eaſier matter to 
diſeaſe, brother, than cure it; a \ ante} of Gree 
ſum would have ſecur'd your Miſtreſs; twice as 


_ x [Leaving bin, 
Sir Tan, Well, vw s he? 
M7. 1 Only the Mel yd me a bribe, to 
m 


L. I Well ſaid, Tam / 


George, thou art an impudent 
* to trouble che Court at this rate, after thou 


condemned ; but ſpeak, once for all, 24 
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L. F. Why, then, once for all; I have at laſt 
luckily called to mind, that there is a gentleman 
of this country (I believe, not far from this 
ace) who, if he were here, would fatisty you, 
am Novelty, Baron of Fopbing en. with tive 
thouſand pounds a-year, and that telluw there a 
raſcal, not worth a groat. | 

Sir Tun. Good, Good, now I like this. 

_—__ 1 3 

7. Fail. 

Lor. Mum, Sir, —our curſt ſtars— lde. 
always at work. 

Sir Tan. Well; and who ig this honeſt gen- 
tleman you are ſo well acquainted with? 
py Faſh.) we ſhall hamper him finely, my 

L. F. Tis Sir Jobn Friendly. 

Sir Tun, So; he lives within half a mile, and 
came down but laſt night ; this bold-fac'd fellow 
thought he had been in Londen ſtill, and quoted 
him ; now we ſhall diſplay him in his true c ; 
I'll ſend for Sir Jabs immediately, Here, fellow, 
away, preſently, and deſire my neighbour, Sir 

Jobn, to do me the favour to over on an 
extraordinary occaſion; and, in the mean while, 
you had beſt ſecure this ſharper in the Gate-bouſe, 

Conſt, An't pleaſe your Lordſhip, be 
chance to give us the ſlip thence: If 1 A 
viſe, I think the -kennel's 4 ſurer- - 
Sir Tun. Wich all ay heart, any where, 
L. F. Nay, for heaven's ſake, Sir, do me the 
favour to put me in a clean room, that I mayn't 
daub my cloches, = 
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Sir Tun. O, when you have married my daugh- 
ter, her Eſtate will afford you new ones: Away 
with him. | 
Lord Fep. A dirty Country Juſtice is a barba- 
rous iltrate, ſtap my vitals— 
[es Conflable with Lord Foppington. 
Young Fab. \ afide.) 1 *gad I muſt * this 
Knight' ſoon grow 


s coming, or the Houſc wil 


tis not worth while to trouble Sir Zebn upon this 
impertinent Felow*'s Deſire: I'll fend and call the 
Meſſenger back — | 


Sir Tun, Nay, with all my heart; for, to be 


fure, he thought he was far enough off, or the 
Rogue wou'd never have nam'd him. 
Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, I met Sir Join juſt "lighting at the 
Gate, he's come to wait upon you. 

Sir Tun. Ay? then it happens as one cou'd 
wiſh —where is he ? [ kxit, 

Young Faſb. ( afide.) Lory] you fee how things 
are, here will be a Diſcovery preſently, and we ſhall 
have our Brains beat out: for my Brother will be 
ſure to ſwear he don't know me. 
 Lavy, Then we had better retreat, Sir, and 
form an ambuſcade. x „ 

Y. Faſh, Away, they're coming, 


{Exit Lory, bis maſter follows at one Door, as Sir 


Tun, and Sir John enter at Voter. 


Sir Tun. Sir Jobn, you are the welcom'ſt Man 
alive ; I had ju ſent a meſſenger to deſie you'd 
| Rep over, on 4 very extraordinaty Occaſion, 
e are all in Arms here, 


Sir 


too hot to hold me,—{To Sir Twn.] Sir, I fancy, 
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Sir Jobn, Your Scrvants told me the Buſineſs z 
and that the Impoſtor quotes me for his Acquair- 

tance ; pray ſet's ſee him. £2 
Sir Tun. That you ſhall, Sic ; Here, fetch in 
that tawdry Fellow, that lies Neck and Heels 
among the Hounds? and, d'you hear? Tell my 
Lord, Sir John Friendly is here to wait on him, 

| [xi Servant, ard enter Conſt able, &c. 

vitb Lord Foppington. 


Lord Fop. Stap my vitals, I'll have Satisfaction. 
Sir Jobn | running 10 him) My dear Lord Pop- 
ington! _ Ls | CO. 
"Yet Fop. Dear Friendly,”thou art come in the 
critical Minute, ſtrike me umb. CR 1 
Sir Jobn. Why, 1 little hought to have found 
your — 41 fetters. e 
Lord Fop. Truly the Wold muſt do me the 
juſtice to confeſs, | am uſed o appear a little more. 
degagd; But this old Gemtemah, not liking the 
Freedom of my Air, has ben pleaſed to ſkewer 
down my Arms like a Rabtx, e 
Sir Tun. Is it chen poſſibe that this ſhould be 
the true I Foppington & laſt ? 
L F. Why, what doſt thou ſee in his face 
to maß- thee doubt it? 1 
% Tuan, Unbind him, tlaves! My Lord; I'm 
truck dumb, I can only leg pardon (igns ; 
but if a ſacrifice will app*i- you, you (hill have 
it Here, purſue this Tetar, bring him back 
-— Away, 1 fay,-s dog O08 'I cut off 
nie cars and his tail, I'll draw his teeth out, 


# 


4 


his ſkin over his heal and hat ſhall 
do more | 


dir 
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Sir Jolas. He does indeed deſerve to be made 
an example of. 


'L. F. Deſerve! he dame. to by chartrs, tap 
* May I then hope I have your Honour? 


15 


fir Tun. my Lord, or an acroſtic,—ovur 
parſon one. leres my girl, ſhe's 
your's, ſhe has a whotſome body and a virtuous 
mind ; ſhe's a woma complete, both in fleſh 
apd.in | | 

ſcarce 
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© Therefore we'll k. ep holiday. 
„Come for to be merry. 


As be is capering about, he mects T. Faſb. with Lory, 
Ni, Bull, and Nurſe behind. 


— How row—what have we got here? a Ghoſt? 
oh gemini! Mils. 

Sir Tun, It muſt be fo; for his Fleſh and Blood 
cou'd never have dar*d to appear before me. 

Lord Fop. Stap my Vitzls, Tam again? 
Sir Tun. My Lord, will you cut his Throat, 
 Orſhalll? 

Card hep, Leave lim to me, Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Tam, put up thy Sword, ani! pr'ythee, be fo in- 
genuous, as to tell me what thy Buſineſs is here ? 

Young Fab. | is with your Bride, 

Lord lap. Thou art the impudent'ſt Fellow 
that Nature ever ſpawn'd into the World, ſtrike 
me ſpeechleſs, 

Young boſh, Why, you know my Medeſl y 
wou'd have ſtarv'd nie; | ſent it begging to you, 
and you wou'd not give it a Groat. 

Lord Hep. And doſt thou expect, by an exceſs of 
Aſſurance, to exca't a Maintenance fram me? 

Young Fafh, [taking Miſs by the Hand] No; but 
] do intend to extart your Miſtreſs from you, and 
that I hope will prove one. 

Led Fop, 1 ever thought Newgate or Bedlam 
wouy'd be his Fa'tune, ani raw his tr ate's decided, 
Shall 1 beg the Favour of you, Sir, to draw 
your lingers out of my Wite's Hand? 

Toung Faſh, His Wiſe! Look there ! now, 
hope, you are all ſatisfy'd he's mad, 

Lord Fop, Naw is it not paſſible for me to pe- 


netrate what Species of Fally it is theu art diiv- 
nk . 


(G3 Sir 
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Sir Tun. Here, here, here; let me beat out his 
Brains, and that will decide all. 
| Lord Hep. No, pray, *ir, hold ; we'll deſtroy 
him according to the Law—Ground your Arms, 
it you pleaſe, Sir, 

7 oung Fafh. [To Bull] Nay, then advance, Doc- 
tor ! come, you arc a Man of Conſcience, anſwer 
bo'dly to the Que ſtions I ſhall aſk. 

| They, [ofide) Nurſe, Nu ſe! when all comes 
out, be ſure you ſtand twixt me and Father; for 
you know his tricks; ecod he*ll knock me down, 


7oung Faß. Did not you mzrry me to this 


young Lady, bciore ever that Gentleman ſaw 
her Facc ? 

Bali. Since the Truth muſt out, I did. 

Sir Tun. You did? 
SZ. 1 6d 

Sir Tan, It's mighty well: but, rake Notice, 


never more ſhall you ick Krife in Pudding of 


mi e while you live, that's all, 

Tung Faſh, Nurle! ſweet Nurſe! were not you 
a Wunchto it? 
Nurſe, Su:ce my Conſcience bids me ſpeak ——- 


I was. | 
I oung Faſo, {10 Miſs] Madam, am not I your 
law!ul Huſband ? 


Mijs. Truly I can't tell, but you married me, 

Yeung Faſh. Row | hope you ae all ſarisfy'd ? 

bir Tun, [offering 10 firike him, is beld,) Oous 
and Thunder, vou he, 

Tiig 7 8 ''!2, Sir, be calm; the Battle is in 
Ju 4 1, | 4 44 44h more Candutt than Courage 
lu 14l;— La tw, 8 werd with you, [/e Bull 
fide) Lk you, Sir! merlirks it fhou'd not 
be worth your while to ik our Saul in the 
nt Wail.!, for the lake & a Leggarly younger 

Brother, 


* * 
; | A "F 
F * 4 I 


* 
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Brother, who is 12 able to make your Badyhappy # 


in this. 
Lord, 1 havens worldly =Y 


Bull. Alas! 
I the T | 
Toung Faſh. Come, pray Sir. ah. ox 
no corrupting of Evidences, if you 
young Lady is my lawful Wife, By, 1 TT: 
| (who always had a paſſion for vor) 22 
ſeek a new Miſtreſs, if you think fit. 
Lord Fop. 1 — 1 * er I 
dence, — . 


ever {| 
Nurſe to Sr Tun. 2 hope your Wor- 
1 hip will beer de long and 
faithfully, but in this I was — 2 * entirely 
your Worſhip however was deceiv'd as well as I, 
bas if the Wedding-Dinner had been ready, you 
— put Madam to bed with him with your own 
nds. 
Sir Tun, But how durſt you do this, without 


vainting me ? 
,_ _ if your Worſhip had ſeen how 


beg d. <4 'd, and cl 
aud „ 1 vy to an old Wall, 
you une ſay, I who 10 bat fucked it, and ſwad- 
died it, and nurſed it both wet and dry, muſt have 
had # Heart of Adamant wore 
ao fy — 


Sir Tun. Very well,—[is 7 
— * Sila if it be true 12 


„r yr · ychece tell me, who 


n_ Foſp. Sir, the beſt of my Condition is, 
I am your $S0n-in-law ; and the worſt of it is, 
that 1 am Brother to that Noble Peer there, 

Sir an, Art thou Brother to that Noble Peer ? 

. Tah. Even lo, Bir. | Sir 


MS 
a Priſon of Quality: I will 
— a Great: Man, 


above an A fran 
l ke Tam! ince 


e . hes | is + 
ave,” ve 2 toi 


*JÞ- 2 Spirits * — 4 por this wo thouſand 


Pound a-year, [Taking WE J « me, idm 


We once fre, are Man'and Wits, 
And 2 the Bargain's ſtruck n 
N. we ſhou'd part i . þ | 
At Jeaſt, you ſer you ma have chhratof men : 
NO AS the War a ung havock make, 
Youl find his Loyd ſhi 

yur #4 = . 1 wy 


That 22 2 . yourſake, . 
Lord Fop, Her 2 
| THE 1 


if 1 do, mA Þ 


1 | 
w 


Py * ; 1 ® : 1 "oj 
8 hab os Qv «1-0; 


sir n. Why then, that Noble Peer, 1 
3 Thee, and c—_—_— the Nurſe, andthe 
W 1. Ne 2 I ca 
a F op. = t 
tte wiſeſt thing a whe Arts KH. , 
2 to put oy 6 ſerene -Countenance ; for a Phiboſa- 
hical Air is the moſt becoming thing in the 
arld to the Featuresof a Perſon of Quality: Iwill 
therefore bear my Diſgrace like a Great Man, 
and Jet the People fee I am above an Aftant. T 
Faſh }Þ—Dear Tem! fince Things are thus 
aut, give mg leave to wiſh thee 
Jay, do it & p Coors ins dumb Sup 
marty'd z 


2 in ber Aus prodent in — er Candudty 
Toy, i 12 and of a vice _ 
it ind-pipe. 

Jaun Fa. Your Lordſhip may n 1 
Spirits with Grimace, if you pleaſe; ſhall 
ſupport mine with this Lady and two thouſand 
Pound a-year, [Taking A,. Comte, Madam: 


We once again you ſce, ae Men 'cad Wife, 
And now, perhaps Tor, the Bargaio's truck far Lyfe; 
If 1 miſtake, and we ſhou'd part again, 
At leaſt, you ſe you may have choice of men: 
Nay, ſhov'd the hy a "gth ſuch havock make, 
That Lovers ſhou'd grow ſcarce, yt; for yourlake, 
Kind H-aven always will au; 
You'll fn hs Lord hip ready ady e come to. 
77. Her Lady pay Vitals 


- * 


* 
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